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married himself to Mrs. Kennington. Betting-
ton and Felicia were in another house near by.
He didn't like that quite so much, though it
was very comfortable, too.

" It is a lovely day/' he said for the tenth
time. And then again, " It's rather a pity
we're only going so far as Luton/'

It seemed to Boston odd, but as delightful
as it was odd, that Williams appeared to be
enjoying himself also. It was positively thrill-
ing when he capped his last remark with:

" I tell you what, sir. We'll go for a driving
tour; make a week of it. Down to my home
the other side of Bedfordshire. My father
came from there. Only want a couple of
portmanteaux. Damned if we won't." And
he clapped his hand on Boston's leg. As it
were to clinch the bargain, he offered him his
fat pouch of shag.

" It's too strong for me/'

Williams filled his pipe with one hand, and
lit it with one hand. He did not seem to
mind at all that the flame touched his skin,

Boston only wished the driving tour were
beginning now.

At Luton, Williams took him to the inn
where they would have dinner, and said,
smiling, that he would be back in half an